obtained a fuller explanation of the &ords Dragut had used and of the
activities by which Prospero had won them this emancipation and
reunion.
Dismay grew in her gentle eyes as he made clear the thing which
she had only half-suspscted. When he had done, she sat rigid, her
hands locked in her lap, her face set, staring straight before her into
the deepening shadows. Her attitude and4ier silence filled him with a
very definite uneasiness. He could not avoid the sense of her unvoiced
reproof. He leaned over, and placed his hand on hers.
"You say nothing, Gianna."
"Sweet Mother in Heaven! What can I say ? What can I say ?"
Affliction, almost despair, vibrated in her deep voice. "You do not
need me to tell you what you are doing, Prospero. You are ruining
yourself for ever, my dear, by this betrayal For it is that, Prospero.*'
"Betrayal?" he echoed. He shook his head, stifling a growing
uneasiness. "Where no loyalty is due, there can be no question of
betrayal, And God knows I owe no loyalty to the Doria. Not after
Cherchell."
"I am not thinking of the Doria, but of the Imperial cause, of
which you are a servant, and of Christendom, against which you act
when you contrive that Dragut, now caught in this trap, shall be let
loose again to ravage Christian lands. That is your betrayal, Prospero,
That is something for which you can hope for no forgiveness. Well
might Dragut propose to you that you become such another renegade
as Ochiali. What else remains for you?" And then, clutching
between her own the hand that he had placed on hers, she swung to
face him, and her voice was broken. "Prospero ! Prospero! What
have you done?"
In his distress he still could do no more than seek arguments to
palliate his action. "Dragut would have escaped without me. He
had planned to land at Bou Ghara, over there, scuttle his galleys, and
march to Algiers. All that I have done is to save his fleet."
"But it is his fleet that matters. His power is in his fleet, as you
well know. You are not being frank."
"We were in danger," he answered.   "And I saw no other way to
extricate us.   I acted quickly, desperately, and I did not give thought
to all that was involved.   I think I am only beginning to realize it*
But even had I realized it sooner, I must still have done as I have
• done."
"Is life so very precious that we should buy it at the price of being a
dishonoured outcast ? Will life be tolerable so ?"
"Life !" he echoed, and now his voice rang fierce. "Life! If life
had been all! When have I feared to risk mine? Did I set a high
value on my life at Goialatta, at Amalfi, at Procida, at Cherchell?"
"I know ... I know." She spoke more gently. "I was not
thinking of your life, Prospero, but of my own. I did you the justice
to suppose that this is what had weighed with you."
"If it had been only your life . . ." he was saying wistfully, and
there broke off. "Dear love, you do not yet know for what I am
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